>Lincoln and Ronnie walked down the sidewalk, skateboards clutched in their arms as they made their way to the girl's house, lightly ribbing each other about all the scuffs they earned at the park.
>"I can't believe you're STILL having trouble keeping balance on the board, Lame-o! Its the easiest thing you can do!"
>"Yea well least I didn't fall off it like you did when you tried to get into that swimming pool thing, Ron!"
>"Pff! It's called a bowl, dummy! Still not as bad when you just did the spli-" she stopped, falling silent as they came up to Ronnie's house and she spied a particular van parked in the driveway. Her eyes widened, and she involuntarily dropped her skateboard.
>"Helloooo, Ronnie? You ok?" Lincoln ventured. He waved his free arm in front of Ronnie, who then grabbed it and about faced away from the house.
>"H-hey lame-o, I think I forgot my phone back at the park, why don't we both go back and-"
>"LA PRIMA!" and Ronnie was instantly dogpiled by a trio of girls, Lincoln deftly jerking his arm away at the last second. Ronnie was brought up into a tight cuddle huddle by the strangers, who seemed to look a lot like her. 
>"How's my little mole doing? Haven't grown an inch I see!" the oldest girl chided, giving the groaning Ronnie a hair frazzling noogie. 
>"Looks like she's into skating now, sis!" the second oldest girl said, pinching Ronnie's cheek. "What happened to becoming a princess, huh?"
>"Those scuffs look like they hurt, cousin." the youngest of the three piped up, patting Ronnie's leg. "Do you need a band aid?"
>Ronnie continued to groan as she was coddled by the girls. It reminded Lincoln of how his own sisters would treat him sometimes, making him giggle. The instant he started to, the three girls shot their heads up and bore their gaze into him, releasing Ronnie to the ground with a thud and going to inspect the boy.
>"Well. Who's the gringo?" the oldest girl slyly asked with a smile.

>Lincoln was taken aback as the girls stalked up to him, sizing him up as they circled around. The oldest girl was wearing a fancy looking pink dress, complete with crown. She had to be the leader. The middle girl, he saw, had braces, gleaming from the light of the sun thanks to how she kept a cheshire cat grin on her face as she looped around him. The youngest girl didn't really have much defining features, but she seemed to be the most nervous of the three, tentatively stealing glances at him before turning away several times. 
>"Well, boy? She asked you a question." the middle girl said, smile widening the more flustered Lincoln got. "Who are you?" Lincoln tensed up.
>"I-I'm Ronnie's friend!" he responded a bit too quickly. The girls stopped circling him and looked back at their recovering cousin.
>"Oh really?" the oldest girl sing songed, and motioned the others to line up with her in front of him. "Oye, Ronnie! Introduce us to your nino here!" she called. Ronnie walked up to the four, rubbing her cheek and mumbling to herself before clearing her throat.
>"Lincoln, meet my cousins." she said without any enthusiasm. "Pinky is Carmen, braces is Isabelle and shorty is Frieda." The cousins scowled at Ronnie, who simply smirked. It didn't last when Carmen rested her arm on her head.
>"Aw, what's wrong, prima? Not excited to see us? And we came all the way up here to see you guys..." she chided, flicking Ronnie's nose and ears as she spoke. Isabelle stepped back into Lincoln's space, leaning over to inspect his face. She stayed there too long for Lincoln's tastes.
>"...Is there something on my face?" he asked, leaning back a bit. Isabelle just chuckled and looked back at Ronnie, shifting her head so she could keep an eye on Lincoln.
>"El chico es muy lindo, Ronnie! Nice catch!" she said, making Ronnie turn a distinct shade of red as the girls giggled.

>"H-hey! I never said we were going out or anything!" she pouted, shoving Carmen's arm off of her. "Hes just a friend, right Linc?!" 
>"U-um, yea!" he hesitated, realizing what they were talking about. "We're just friends, that's all." He seemed to look off to the side after saying that. The cousins looked between the two for a second, Carmen and Isabelle resuming their grins.
>"So he's available then~" Carmen said playfully, making Ronnie tense up in horror as her two older cousins sidled back up on each side of Lincoln, who grew more and more red as the girls pressed against him. 
>"Shame to hear that you don't have anyone, Lincoln." Carmen whispered, loud enough for her cousin to hear. "Think any girl would have to be crazy not to snap you up."
>"Uhmm..."
>"Yea, specially with the sort of assets you have!" Isabelle chimed in, rubbing his lower back while teasing to go lower. "Mmm. Su culo es bastante lindo" she said aloud, flustering Ronnie even further.
>"U-uhhhhh..."
>While Carmen looked at her younger sister with dismay, Frieda tugged on Lincoln's shirt, the boy angling his head down to look at the shy girl.
>"You have a scuff on your face..." she mumbled, looking off to the side as she spoke. Lincoln turned his head, prompting the girl to continue. "W-would you like me to make it better?!"
>"O...kay?" he responded, confused at what she was getting at. "I mean, it's not as bad as it looks, so I don't really need a band-" 
>Frieda grabbed his head and puckered her lips against his cheek, making a moaning sound for a couple seconds before detaching with a loud smack. The girls gaped at the her, wide eyed, some with sharp grins, one with pure rage.
>"N-nice to meet you, Lincoln!" Frieda stammered, and ran off in the direction of the house.

>Before Lincoln could even register what was happening, Ronnie zoomed past him and the older cousins, hunched over with fists bared.
>"GET BACK HERE YOU LITTLE GREMLIN!" The older girls quit manhandling Lincoln and burst out laughing.
>"Oh god! Didn't think Frieda had the balls!" Isabelle wheezed, and elbowed Lincoln. "Guess you just do something for the poor girl!"
>"Better treat her right, nino!" Carmen ragged, trying to calm herself. "Our little sister's a bit of a handful!" Their laughter wilted out, and the two turned to leave.
>"Alright, lets make sure that our sister doesn't get ice cream shoved down her pants. Don't want a repeat of last time!" Isabelle sang, and skipped off to the house. Carmen nodded, but turned back to Lincoln before following.
>"You know, me and the girls are gonna be around for a bit. Why don't you come on by? I'm sure Frieda and Ronnie will like it. Ok?"
>"...Ok." Lincoln answered, rubbing his cheek as his temperature decreased. Carmen blew the boy a kiss and winked, then walked back to her cousin's house after Isabelle. He stood there for a bit, blinking and trying to process everything. Finally he turned and started to walk back home, a small smile on his face.
>'I wonder if it'd be better if I came with Lori or something.'